TO THE 


Earl of Godolphin. 


— HILST Weeping Europe bends beneath her Ills, 

And where the Sword deftroys not, Famine kills; 

7 Our Iſle enjoys, by your Succeſsful Care, 

— lbe Pomp of Peace, amidſt the Woes of War. 

So much the Publick to your Prudence owes, 

| You think no Labours long for our Repoſe: 

Such Conduct, ſuch Integrity are ſhown, 

There are no Coffers empty, but your Own. 

From mean Dependance Merit you retrieve, 

Unask d you offer, and unſeen you give: 

Your Favour, like the Nile, Increaſe beſtows, 

And yet conceals the Source from whence it flows. 

No Pomp, or Grand Appearance you approve; 

A People at their Eaſe is what you love: 

To leſſen Taxes, and a Nation fave, 

Are all the Grants your Services wou'd have: 

Thus far the State-Machine wants no Repair, 

Bur moves in matchleſs Order by your Care ; 

Free from Confuſion, Sertled and Serene: 

And like the Univerſe, by Springs unſeen. 
But now ſome Star, ſiniſter to our Pray'rs, 

Contrives new Schemes, and calls you from Affairs: 

No Anguiſh in your Looks, or Cares appear, 

But how to teach th Unpractis d Crew to ſteer. 

Thus, like a Victim, no Conſtraint you need, 

To expiate their Offence by whom you bleed: 
Ingratitude's a Weed of ev'ry Clime; 

It thrives roo faſt at firſt, but fades in time. 

The God of Day, and your own Lot's the ſanie; 

The Vapours you have rais'd, obſcure your Flame: 

But tho you ſuffer, and a while retreat, 

Your Globe of Light looks larger as you ſer. 
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